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OVERVIEW 


notes on stories & contributors 


Fo. anyone interested in 
comics and the graphic story 
form, these are pretty exciting 
times. New projects, titles, and 
formats keep popping up all 
over, many of them creator- 
owned and generated. And, 
despite a generally depressed 
economy, readers are not only 
supporting them, but asking 
for more. Happily, thanks to 
no little sweat, strain, and 
foresight from editor-in-chief 
Jim Shooter combined with the 
backing and blessing of Vice 
President of Publishing Mike 
Hobson, Marvel finds itself 
more or less at the center of 
this excitement. Our graphic 
novels have been well received 
and Dreadstar, first in what will 
be a whole new line known as 
Epic Comics, shows every sign 
of being just as much of a 
success to judge from reaction 
to its first issue. Does this mean 
that Epic Illustrated is going to 
be neglected or shortchanged 
with all the new things that are 
happening? On the contrary, 
all this seems to be working 
very much to our benefit, 
focusing attention on the 
magazine, attracting new 
readers in growing numbers, 
and, perhaps most importantly, 
bringing in both new talent 
and established talent no 
longer actively doing 
mainstream comics. This last is 
a mix that we've strived for 
from the beginning, but with 
the last several issues, we've 
been especially pleased by the 
way things have come together, 
Pleased, but not complacent. 
No matter how well things are 
going, we never intend to stop 
trying to top ourselves. But, 
thanks to some particularly 
spectacular contributions this 
time around, we'd be lying if 
we didn't say this was one of 
the best ones yet. 


COVER 
With this painting, entitled, 
Self Portrait with Wings, Barry 


Windsor-Smi 
first artist 

. Curiously 
enough, he isn't the first artist 
from whom we've purchased a 
second cove That was Tim 
Conrad, who did the fine Last 
Centaur co i 
issue, and a 
bought his n. 
gave Tim ou! 


appear on 

to make hi 

ourselves 

Well, call it our quest for the 
perfect editorial package. 
When Barry delivered The 
Beguiling, he asked us if we'd 
be interested in another cover 
from him. Suddenly we had 
not only his first new comics 
story in years, plus 

and white pieces, but the 
possibility of a cover, to 
Having been talking at 


months about a new Windsor- 
Smith story in the works, we 
didn’t want to delay getting it 
into print and it didn’t make 
sense to run so much interior 
material by Barry and not run 
his cover as well. So Barry's 
cover went ahead of Tim's, 
which you'll be seeing next 
issue. Meantime we'll see if we 
can make it up to Tim in some 
way. Maybe if he becomes the 
first artist to have three covers 
on Epic... ; 

Incidentally, an earlier, 
slightly different version of 
Barry's painting was done as a 
large-scale print under the 
title, Icarus. We don’t know if 
they're still available, but 
anyone interested can make 
inquiries at the Gorblimey 
Press, P.O. Box 704, 
Woodstock, NY 12498. 

3 


THE BEGUILING 

As mentioned earlier, this 
marks Barry Windsor-Smith's 
return to the comics art format. 
It also marks his first story done 


in full process color. Some 
time after his interview with us 


_ in Epic 7, Barry brought a 
С penciled six page story that 


he'd written himself to us, 
saying he wanted to edge back 
into the comics medium with 
something relatively simple. 
Nearly a year later, he turned 
in the completed version 


expanded to eight pages; each 


panel rendered almost as 
lovingly and meticulously as 
his single piece paintings. In 
Barry's terms the story may still 


be simple, in that it doesn't 


involve complex storytelling 
and large numbers of 
characters (although this 
romantic fantasy is deeper and 
more haunting that it may 
initially seem), but we have to 
consider it one of the most 
dazzlingly beautiful pieces 
we've run (and that thumping 
sound you hear is us knocking 
wood that final engraving and 
printing do the work justice). 
But, dazzling as it is, if you look 
atthe rendering of The 
Beguiling, you'll be missing one 
of its most pleasing aspects, 
the thoughtful page-to-page 
and panel-to-panel graphic 
storytelling of an artist who 
may have been away from the 
medium but who has lost none 
of his understanding or flair for 
it. 


A PATH OF STARS 

& THE HORDE 

It was Barry's idea to run the 
two page black and white piece, 
A Path of Stars, immediately 
after the Beguiling. Done much 
earlier, but never before 
printed, it explores the same 
basic theme as the color story 
preceding it, but in a 
remarkably different tone. The 
Horde began as a cover design 
for another project. When we 
heard it wasn't going to be 
used, we suggested doing a 
Story around it and adding it to 
what has almost shaped into a 
special Barry Windsor-Smith 


issue. For those who think we 
should perhaps spread this 
wealth over several isssues, 
take heart that Barry has two 
other projects underway for 
us. Sceptor's Web, a 35 page 
medieval fantasy, and Devil's 
Advocate, a fifteen page tale of 
revenge and excorcism, 
tentatively scheduled for Epic 
18. 


ARNOLD THE 

ISSHURIAN 

Canada's Dave Sim is the creator 
of one of our favorite comic 
books, Cerebus the Aardvark. 
Early issues of Cerebus were 
both influenced by and satires 
of material Barry Windsor-Smith 
did in Marvel's Conan series. It 
seemed only fitting that Dave 
follow Barry's act in these 
pages. Arnold is part of the 
Cerebus universe; hopefully 
someday the earth pig himself 
can put in an appearance here. 
In color would be nice, Dave. 


THE 
WOMAN 
WHO LOVED 
THE 
MOON 
Good heroic fantasy is hard to 
come by. Good heroic fantasy 
about women is rarer still. This 
story by Elizabeth A. Lynn was 
good enough to win the World 
Fantasy Award in 1980. The 
Woman Who Loved the Moon 
first appeared in the paperback 
anthology, Amazons, and is 
now available in a Berkley 
paperback edition, The Woman 
Who Loved the Moon and Other 
Stories. Lynn is also the author 
of the fantasy trilogy, the 
Chronicles of Tornor. Working 
closely with her, Trina Robbins, 
currently doing Sax Rohmer's 
Dope for Eclipse, did the art 
and adaptation, creating a 
tapestry-like visual style 
perfectly suited to the qualities 
of myth the story evokes. 
Archie Goodwin 


NEXT ISSUE: 


THE 
раз х i 
Mike 


The conclusion of 
ABRAXAS & 
THE EARTHMAN 
by Rick Veitch 


and the 
beginning of 
an all-new 
series 
GENERATION 
ZERO 
by Pepe Moreno 
script by 
Archie Goodwin 


cover by 
Tim Conrad 


SYNOPSIS 


Two earthmen—marine biologist John Isaac and 
submarine commander Falco—have been shang- 
haied by aliens who hunt whales across the reaches 
of space. 

To prepare the prisoners for duty, Captain Rot- 
wang turns them over to his ship’s surgeons, enor- 
mous insects known as the Х/ехи. The Xlexu strip 
Isaac of his skin, replacing it with a transparent 
membrane suited to the atmosphere within which 
he must now work. In addition, they join the two 
sides of his brain, separate in most humans, giving 
him the ability to generate and release an im- 
mensely powerful aura. In cryptic remarks, the 
Xlexu refer to the aura as Isaac's “new self” and 
advise him to awaken into it. 

Falco has been decapitated, his body acciden- 
tally destroyed, and his intellect and emotions 
trapped within his head. 

Rotwang has spent years seeking to destroy the 
great red mutant whale Abraxas, but when they 
meet and clash, it is the whale who triumphs as 
Rotwang’s vessel burns, and most of the crew is 
killed. All but a few of the survivors mutiny when 
Rotwang’s mind snaps. Eventually, he wanders off 
down the corridors of the giant alien space craft 
on which he and the few remaining loyal crewmen 
—Falco, Isaac’s friend Sphinx, and the gravely in- 
jured first mate, Staub—have managed to stow 
away. 

Meanwhile, Isaac, flung into Abraxas’s maw dur- 
ing the battle, has fallen into the hands of Loon— 
one of a band of earthmen who, like Isaac, were 
altered by the Xlexu and tossed into the whale’s 
belly, and who have gradually gone mad. All of 
them covet Isaac’s aura, for in some imperfect way, 
they recognize it as the "self" they were all meant 
to find. 


CHAPTER SI 


HERE, DEEP IN 
ШЕРНЕ "ЕЕ 748 
HEADCASE OF THE МІНА ^ ) 
WHERE THE SONG OF ABRAKAS 
ORIGINATES. IT 16 NOW 
SILENT BEFORE THE SCORES 


OF EARTHMEN WHO STAND 
CHANTING AROUND ΙΤ... MEN WHOSE CRIES SPEAK OF 
к MUTILATION, MADNESS AND 
ULTIMATELY. SACRIFICE! 


FOUND HIM, AND LIKE 
A AS. THE XLEXU 
Ee TOLO US, WERE. 
HERE TO GIVE SELF FA 
YOU 5 Я i 
THE TRUE SELF 
15 А STATE 
THAT EVERY ONE 
OF US CAN 
AWAKEN INTO! 


THATS WHAT THE 
XLEXU WANT/ 


NO, LOON! 
YOU VE GOT 


T 
ELF TH v / 
THE XLEXU WANT КЕТТ, 
YOU TO FIND/ CEREMONY! THIS 
Ф 16 10005 BIG PAY! 


AND THE 


БАЗ«ЫШАП 


written and illustrated 
by 
RICK VEITCH 


1982 Rick Veitch EPIC 9 


BEPIC 


AS НЕ I$ IMMERSED IN ΤΗΕ T 
SAC OF NOXIOUS FLUIC, ⁄ ο σα 1 ‘ S> 
ISAAC TRIES DESPERATELY 3 : ні BLASTING 4 Ξ Š AND WE'RE 
TO DUPLICATE THE PROCESS |О SUDDENLY, 46 IF OF AWAY FROM TH К | мот GOING 
OF AWAKENING, BUT,» Ñ ITS OWN VOLITION, WHALE PLANET, | LOS ANYWHERE WITH 
Hig AURA EXPLODES - YOU EVER 


АУ RIDGE, You 
[ ARE THE MEANEST, 


STINGIEST PERSON 
ΙΝ THE WHOLE 
GALAXY / 


? | | = = -- 55% Š Z ў STAUB AND 
I'M GOING TO I £ 4 4 | に FAL 
SUFFOCATE ÍO 1 
IN HERE! と S 3 . 


ІУЕ GOT 70 
CHANCE ІТ! 


; ANO MY BEST г 1 | Ж GOOD THING 
іт SHRIEKS Ш CHANCE 16 É [ | | 1 HAP МУ 
AND HOWLS THE DIRECT j / ESCAPE ROUTE 

THROUGH THE W APPROACH! i ALL PLANNED! 

CENTRAL | š 5 74 

NERVOUS ў = ү 

ΦΥΘΤΕΜΟΕ 

THE GREAT 
RED. 


AND 
NOT 
ALONE! 


K 
YOUVE DONE! 
YOUVE WRECKED 
THE OVEN! 


BAREEP? 


: WENN ау ОЛАРДЫ οἱ 
с“ 4 Z SHOT IF YOU TWO HER OWN. 
ΡΝ. 2 WEREN'T HANGING oy 
d» Y τ x OVER ME/ 
»” 
。 f 1-1 SEEM TO BE 
GG た 
a Ганы FEEL-- e BUT DON'T YOU WORRY-- 
INCOMPLETE! 


UVE GOT JUST THE THING 
І NEED TO TAKE CARE OF 
THIS LITTLE RAT PROBLEM! 


BUT IF SUCH A 


SORRY, BUT ТІ 
THING'S POSSIBLE, HE BIG 


GALOOT ( ら GETTING 


HOW ARE 


STAUB'S THE BIGGER BETTER WITH TH, ди M 

FOOL YET/HE GOT WEAPON OF ΜΗ n ups PNG 
SOME REWARD 

FOR SAVING OLD 


ROTWANGS SKIN! 


OH, TM ALMOST 
USED TO BEING 


SINKIN! 
FAST, 


NEVER GET ΟΕΕ 4 


You Е TO 
THIS SHIP... AND YOU ΗΑΝΙ 


EAT,,, SOMETHING! 
GREAT DAY 
IN THE 


WAIT A SECOND-- 
ην STAUB'S ST 


BREATHING! 


60 THATS IT! STAUB, 
VE'VE FINALLY STEPPED 
OFF THE DEEP END/ 
IT'S NOT SOBAD, IN 
FACT IT'S KIND OF 

МІСЕ/ 


ITS LIKE WHAT 
HAPPENED TO THE 
EARTHMAN-- BUT HOW 
OID HE STAY ALIVE? 


STAUB IS STARTLED TO FIND THAT BEYOND THE PALE ONE ONLY 
HAS TO TURN ONE'S ATTENTION TOWARD A THING... 
AND ONE IS 
THERE. 
YE? 


THAT'S RIGHT, 
STAUB. DON'T 
TELL ME THE 
XLEXU HAVE 

OPERATED 


YOU'RE DEAD? 
NO, SIR. YET YOU'RE 


1 DIED IN 
THE LINE OF 
DUTY, HELPING 
ROTWANG OUT 

OF А ЗАМ», 


LIKE ME! 
BUT HOW? 
UNLESS... 


WHATEVER THE 


STILL LIVES! 


THE AURA, 
THE SELF, 
THE SOUL... 
THEYRE ALL 
ONE AND THE 
SAME THING! 


BUT WHY? WHAT Со 
THEY WANT ME TO 
ACCOMPLISH? 


BACK ON THE SHIP, 
ROTWANG IS STILL. 
MUMBLING AND 

STUMBLING ALONG 


IN HIS FULL SCALE 


RETREAT FROM 
REALITY., 


r ЕНЕ 
F-FOOD? 


IT 16 HIS INATE SURVIVAL 
MECHANISM THAT BEGINS 
TO BRING HIM BACKS 


FOLKS HOPPED 
ARIDE ON THE 
SAME TUB 
WE DID! 


> 
z 
д5, 


БОЛАП 
EE THAN my Poor Д 
А06, 


HOLD, YE BONE 
LEGGED IDIOT! 


6000 ΜΕΝ ALL, 
ROTWANG! JUST 
LIKE THE SCORES 
OF OTHERS WHO 
WENT DOWN 
CHASING YER 
MAD DREAM! 


BUT IT 


BECAME A 


NIGHTMARE, 
DIDN'T IT? 1 


MINPSNAPPED 
ШО) LIKE A BROKEN 


60, YER 
SLIMY BLACK 


1 SWEAR 
BY THE BLOOD 
OF EACH MAN. 
LOST-- 1 WILL YET 
TAKE THE RED WHALE 


SPIRIT STILL 
SLITHERS 
WITHIN? 


が 


THEN WE MUST 


IT WOULD SEEM OF COURSE 
FATE SPEAKS MORE I'LL HELP YE, 
ELOQUENTLY THAN 
EVEN YE, EH, 
NEVERSWeAT? 


1 
COULDN'T 
ALLOW 

YER LAST 
MOMENTS 
TO БЕ 
ANYTHING 
EXCEPT. 
MEMORABLE! 


STAUB, THE ANSWER IS 
HERE, | CAN FEEL ιτ! 
PART OF ABRAXAS 15 
TRAPPED INSIDE THIS 
PAIN CELL... 


WILL YOU 
HELP ME 
OPEN IT? 


THE ONE COMMON SOMETHING TELLS ME 
IF WE CAN FOCUS 

ON HIS SONG, ABRAXAS 
WILL DO THE REST/ 


BAREEM! 
BAREEM/ 


` 
STAUB FINDS THAT THE SONG 
COMES EASILY TO THE PHANTOM 
LIPS OF HIS SOUL. 


JOW THE WHALE 
CAN SPEAK WITH 


THERE IS NOTHING THAT CAN STAND UP TO THE CACOPHONY 


THAT SWEEPS ALONG THE LENGTH ANI H OF HIS BIO-SYSTEM.., 


AS THE THREE MYSTICAL VOICES 
SYNCHRONIZE, SOMETHING ELSE, АМР ТИЕ SOUL OFABRAXAS 15 FREED! 
SOMETHING MAGNIFICENT, !S BORN.. 


THE TIME HAS 

COME FOR A 

MUCH-NEEDED 
Ри 


WHILE JUST BEYOND OH, RIDGE! you've 
THE ORBIT OF THE FINALLY TAKEN OFF 
WHALE PLANET., YOUR SUIT/ 


DAMN! WE'RE 50 
CLOSE TO THE FLEET 
RENDEZVOUS POINT 
1 CAN SMELL ιτ! 


TLL HAVE TO 
TAKE COMMAND 
OF THIS CAN 
BEFORE WE GET 
FAR AWAY... 


TAKE OVER THE SHIPS 
YOU'VE SEEN THEIR 
SIZE! It'S IMPOSSIBLE, 


THIS IS OUR LAST 
CHANCE TO MEET UP 
WITH THE FLEET ΙΕ 
WE DON'T MOVE NOW 
WE'RE DOOMED, 


OUT WITH IT! 
OR I'LL BLIND 


YOULL 
NEVER GET 
IT FROM ME! 

MAIM ME, 
KILL ME, 


I BET YOU WANT YUUUUCK /. 
TO GET BACK You SAID youp 


INTO OUR GOOD 


й EEEAGH! . ΦΟΤΤΕΝΕΙΟ 
ES 525 T/* ANOTHER OF THEM! 


RAT/ 


REVENGE, 
ROTWANG, 


COULD NOT ONLY GET 
YOU BACK TO YOUR FLEET 
BUT ALSO PUT ENOUGH 
FIREPOWER IN YOUR, 
HANDS TO TAKE CARE 
OF YOUR FRIEND 
ABRAXAS! 


FOR YER 
OWN SAKE, 


$-5TAUBT 


BUT YER STONE, 


GO AHEAD! AT LEAST 
L PONT TLL DIE 
CARE WITH THE 
ANYMORE! SATISFACTION 
OF TAKING 
YOU WITH 
ME! 


ΝΟ GRAVITY 
FURNACE» 


Ў 
| JN 
Ау 
7; 4 MAN'S SOUL 
W CAN ONLY CARRY 
THE WEIGHT OF 


50 MANY SUCH 
CRUEL ACTS 


SO,FRIENDS, HOIST A DRINK ` 
TO OLD STAUB.,, AND DON'T 

. FORGET A CHEER FOR THE `` 
FLAMES THAT BURNT BOTH 
SHIP AND FLESH FROM ME ん 


' SHUTUP! 
Hur ир! 
S Hur UP! 


πα | 
MAD VEN ! Я 
BEFORE THE 2 ` FOR BURN ` 
RADIANT MY SOUL РАММА 
г PURITY OF THE Ç HIMSELF CANNOT! 
WHALE IT I$ A. し 4 
2: FOUL AND 
7 BLASPHEMOUS 
LITTLE 
THING, 


: FLAIL AWAY, 
1 АМ FAR 
BEYOND YER 


+ AND SECURE IN ``; ы 


- THE KNOWLEDGE ~: LL SEE YE 
l REALLY SEEKS ток. У) «га ALL ON THE 
й - IDE., 

416 ONLY ROTWANG: OTHER SIDE, 


ON MY MOTHER'S GRAVE, KITTEN, You SHOULD know “SEY ano once 


-T'i ΤΕΕ Уі THERE {5 A WAY TO BIND НЕ |6 SO 
ENE ん どき の クレ YER ғ А А CAPTAIN TO HIS WORD-- MARKED, ALL 
IT'S CALLED THE EYE WILL KNOW HE 
PRINCIPLES... 1 OF TRUTH! OWES А DEBT 


FLEET, I'LL ORDER THE \ KNOW YOU'D 


TO ONE OF 
XLEXU TO FIX YE UP! b. ONLY RENEG! us! 


SPHINX, IF 
ANYOF US 
DESERVES TO 
SURVIVE THIS, 
IT ら You! 


ANO IF THERE'S A DEBT 
OWE? HERE, IT'S THE 
ONE 1 OWE TO You! 


THE PLAN, 
MC БЕЛҮ А 
72 
PRINCIPLES: ug work! 
3NNNNGHH!É 
РИ 


0000004... 


INFERNAL 
MEDOLING/ 


MEANWHILE, THE 

SOULS OF MAN AND 

WHALE SURVEY THEIR 
HANDIWORK ., 


FIGURED OUT, 
TOO.. 


MA! 
ΕΝΕΝΤ/ 


LOOK! МУ PHYSICAL \@ 
BODY SURVIVED. 

THE PURGE /NTACT-- 

PROTECTED BY THE 
GIBLET ITSELF / 


BUT LOON 
AND THE 
OTHERS--| 
NEVER REALIZED 
THAT THEY WOULD 
ALL HAVE TO 

DIE! 


AND ONE ΕΙΝΑΙ. 
TRANSFORMATION! 


YOU'RE MAKING 
THAT UP! YOU 
JUST CLEANED 
THE PORTHOLES 
THIS MORNING! Ж 


SENS 

vou А 
JUST DON'T 
WANT TO 


WILL You 
GET OFF 
ME? 


IVE GOT TO 
GO OUTSIDE-- 


| THE PorTHoLes 


NEED CLEANING! 


WHATEVER 


] GAVE γι 
THAT IDEA? 


HAR ΗΑΕ’ 
HE'S PUMPIN 
LIKE A 


I KNOW THESE 
STARS LIKE THE 
BACK OF ME OWN 
HAND! THIS (5 
THE DIRECTION 
WE WANT/ 


BUT NO! 1 END 
UP WITH THOSE 
TWO: ^ 
UMMPH. 
AND NOW 
ІМЕ GOT 
HEARTBURN 
FROM 
DINNER! 


івшер; EN 
j 1 GOTTA 
mare LAY OFF THAT 


SPICY STUFF! 


О FAR, š 
ἵ YER PLANS BEEN 
ASOUND ONE, 
MISTER FALCO! 


BURST HIS 
HEART FOR 
SURE! 


JUST PUSH THAT 
RED BUTTON FOR 
FORWARD THRUST! 


AT LEAST 
WE HAVE 
EACH 


1 LOVE 
Жі YOU, TOO, 
BOZE. 


HELLO — HOW ARE 
YOD FEELING 7 


лыы 
ЕРІС 21 


EMOTIONAL. 
UO YOU REMEMBER ANYTHING ^. FRIENDS 7 4 τ ЧОГО ДӘ 
ABOUT YOUR FAMILY —YoDE. CO-WORKERS 7 

HOME LIFE... 7 š 


SEVERED. 
` 


see ALL | 
ў TECHNICAL YOUR | 
а А. IRMATION... MISSION, YOUR SIGNED STATEMENT, 
qmm NA Ч к ώμο б ALLOWING US TO VO THIS, 
| N-NO, I DON'T. Τ--ΗΕΗ. : IS ON FILE, 


COME ON. WE'VE STILL 
MUCH OF YOUR MEMORY HAD GOT A WAYS TO GO. 


TO BE ERASED... 


~ 
= / f | і 
— ` | “а ш 
REALLY — I DON'T — 8. + РОК YOUR 
| KNOW WHAT'S GOING... «ON. WHAT— WHAT'S... OWN SAFETY, 
| D Bs 3 ` OF COURSE, 


/ 


pM 
YES! YOU 

HAVE A FAMILY! 
NOW LET'S... 


vee THIS WAS 
A — NECESSARY 
PRECAUTION ... 


ЛО INSURE THAT 
D WILL REMAIN AS 
OBJECTIVE AS 
POSSIBLE... 


τρ REALLY 


| 1ІТ6- 


REALLY... 


T LIKE TO KNOW. 


WELL 一 OF COURSE YOU ARE ! 
YOUR SIGNED STATEMENT... 


INFORMATION. 


І DON'T REMEMBER МУ 
DAMNED МАМЕ! You CAN'T 
| PROVE 1 SIGNED ANYTHING / 
WA. ξ 


IS THIS — Is THIS 
GOING TO CADSE 
PROBLEMS 7 


й. 
| PLEASE... 


HE'S QUESTIONING TOO MUCH, 
KARIN. HE'S ALMOST STARTING 
TO REMEMBER, 


"PLEASE TELL ME WHAT'S 
HAPPENING ΤΟΛΛΕ..ΤΗΙς SUIT... 
ENING ΤΟΝ 


DANN IT— YOD SHODLDN'T 
HAVE TALKED 50 MUCH... 


continued on page 92 


FEEDBACK 


letters & comments 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

It's been years since I’ve written to 
any comics venture, but! was so blown 
away by your latest issue that | had to 
take the time. Hurrah for Epic #14!!! 
Not the usual one thing to enjoy but 
several. A winner combination, cer- 
tainly! 

P. Craig Russell has become my all- 
time favorite artist, even if | sometimes 
get lost in his pages and have to con- 
centrate to followthe story. His putting 
in only a little of those dot patterns is 
such an original and a good touch. 

Once again Lee Marrs has come up 
with an astounding new twist! Before 
it was marriage counselling and now a 
simple drink of water. This lady is as 
weird as can be, and | love it. Why 
don't we see more of her? Her paint- 
ing type art is as good as her stories, 
and you don't find that often. 

But the real surprise was Denny 
O'Neil's "review" of Star Trek II. As- 
tounding and touching and beautiful. 
It's really ashort story and should be in 
a collection book of them. Thanks, 
Denny! 

And thank you, Archie, for being a 
good editor to put this all out. 

Roberta Lorenzo 


Letters like yours are all the thanks 
Archie needs, Roberta—that and the 
satisfaction of knowing that people 
enjoy the magazine he edits. (Although 
he probably wouldn't say no to an 
enormous cash bonus, having his staff 
quadrupled, and getting to spend two 
weeks in the tropics at someone else's 
expense.) 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

What prompted me to write was an 
urgent reaction in me to the excellent 
Mediaview by Dennis O'Neil, entitled 
Trekkie, in the October 1982 issue of 
Epic Illustrated. I'm not one to neces- 
sarily read each and every word of your 
magazine, although | enjoy it a great 
deal. | guess | simply prefer to get to 
the main reason for my subscribing— 
the stories thernselves. Nor am І one 
to read every news item or review 
concerning even the tiniest element 
about the Star Trek phenomenon, 
even though I love the series and the 
movies. 

1 think what initially happened is my 
mind's eye picked up on this guy writ- 
ing what seemed like a very biting crit- 
icism of not just the latest Star Trek 
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movie but of the entire concept of the 
tv series as well. The more | read, the 
more uncomfortable | became, be- 
cause quite frankly, part of me asso- 
ciated with “Zachary” and part of me 
kept saying no, it hasn't been all that 
“warped.” Part of me was even per- 
haps alittle angry that here—amidst all 
the pages of a relatively genuine col- 
lection of works by good artists and 
writers (still a rarity, after all these 
years)—was some schmuck trying to 
make an inoffensive and enjoyable 
series like Star Trek into the most ludi- 
crous offense against the publicat large 
since the very invention of the tv com- 
mercial. Well, glad to say, | lasted long 
enough to finish his review, and | 


would just like to say that | probably 
enjoyed it more than any of the stories 


this issue (the ible exception being 

Russell's excellent job on the Elric fea- 
ture). Imagine that. 

Guy Owen 

Clinton MD 


Guy, the “trekkie” essay in Media- 
view a stronger response 
en ара harmala 
as rs 
graphic bem ag issu (Only. any 

е issue. one 
reader, Жы mistakenly assumed that 
Denny wrote the essay in lieu of actu- 
τη seeing the film, really objected to 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

Mr. Starlin's contribution to Epic 
#14, Messiah, was both extremely sad 
and thought provoking. Easily the best 
six pages of Epic yet to see print. 

Gerard Castillo 
kyle, TX 


One of the reasons we were de- 
lighted to print Messiahis that it stands 
as a reminder of just how versatile Jim 
Starlin—who lately has been working 
almost exclusively on his Dreadstar 
saga for Epic Comics—really is. Some- 
time soon, we'll also be printing The 
Dance, a change-of-pace story illus- 
trated by painter Daina Graziunas. Jim 
contributed the οἱ and one addi- 
tional painting. We think you'll love it, 
Gerard. 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

To me Epic Illustrated #14 was one 
of your best issues to date, ranking 
right up there with Epic #7, which 
included an interview with Barry Wind- 
sor-Smith. Moorcock's Whilethe Gods 
Laugh was obviously the best story of 
the magazine. It was well written and 
drawn and a true example of “adult 
fantasy." Starlin's Messiah was well 
written though ! did not care much 
about the writing, but 1 did get the 
point of the story. ! skipped over the 
Abraxas story by Veitch as | have done 
for a number of issues, for І don't care 
for his style of art on the story so it 
turned me off from reading it. l like his 
work on other stories but not this one, 
1 didn't understand Pitstop and didn't 
much try to. Highwire was too simple, 
a waste of space, and Suydam's The 
End was good artwise, but the violence 
was unnecessary. The reason why | said 
that this issue was one of the best to 
date is because of Russell's artwork 
and interview. Russell is wrong in say- 
ing that his work lacks “that something 
that made a direct impact.” His work is 
an inspiration for me, one who hopes 
to draw comics someday. 

1 am looking forward to Killraven's 
debut in Epic. Also, have more inter- 
views like you're going to have next 
issue (the Boris cover story) and like 
this issue’s interview. For all my criti- 
cisms | think that Epic is the best fan- 
tasy/graphicmagazineanywhere. Keep 
it that way, 

Ken Abrams 
Landover, MD 


(continued on page 98) 


IKING SKILL AND PROWESS, " 
- STRING VAIN BEFORE THE 
INNOCENT LADIES ALL ABLUSH. ұз 
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Tbe BEGUILING 


BARRY WINDSOR- SMITH 


BAND, MILADY, 
AND SWEAT 


Фу AND ВУ 
THEIR ROQUES 
WILL SPLINTER... 


былау; 

AND. AT THIS LONG DAY'S END WILL KICK AND SPIT АТ 
EACH AND ALL, CLAIMING FLESHLY PRIZE NOT GOD 
МОЯ. MAN CAN POSSESS. 

N E KY UT Aga 


Lettered bu Lindo Lessmann 
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М A SCHOOLING WHERE 


NOBLE 
CON: 


MAIDENS 4 


ISORT WITH 
SERFS 


BuT I CHOSE 
NOT TO CONCERN 
MYSELF OVERDULY. 


572 ТЕН ТТА 


Т FOUND SOLACE’ 
| INITS QUIET LIFE, 


NO COMPETITION 
WITH THE VINE. 


HERALD OF THEIR 
VIRTUE IN 
TUST Ci 


Амр DID TOUCI 


] THEIR BLAMELESS 


BROADSWORDS TO 
ITS ODYLIC SYMBOLS 
BEFORE GREAT 
BATTLES... 


SHIEL; 
ORDAINED RETURN 


LO, THIS pay-AS т 
K-T CAME UPON A 


Ü UNEARTHLY .- BEC ATI CAL M 
T uA 
лат : 


] ват FROM se W 
ERING 


na THIS FLOWER, 
DID SPARK LIKE 
А RAINBOW! 


my ae 
THROUGH 174 


-..I WAS DRAWN TO THIS CHARM. 


"AND IN IT ALL THE 
PASSION IN THE 


nS EN AD 
SPELL HELD FOR 
СА THAT ONE MOMENT: 


IND I CARE ONLY OF 
JE FAIR HEART THAT 
WILL CONTURE MINE OW! 


“THEN YOU 


THEN зне 
SPOKE TO 
ме 


WITH WINGS Ҹ 

OF AN ANGEL~ 

а5 WOULD ве 
FITTING. 


I] Nich mute anp 
FOOLISH д 


7 
% 


Й “тал THINE,” 
Й suc M IR e RED, 
Й AND THOM SHALI 


+< AND AS IF 
WINE BAD 
TAKEN 


Bur now i5 му Ç 
М 7 Quicrep HEART Ҹа 
ўга MOST SECURED 


«ет ALL BE WELL. 
d —Ó 
ή 


( 
^ | 
a. MY AN S 
em. 
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BOOKVIEW 
by Jo Duffy 


n... a lot of talk (loose and other- 
wise) going around the comics industry 
these days on the subject of "graphic 
novels". For those of you who don't 
know, the term refers to a comic book 
done at trade paperback size, with better 
quality paper and printing than one nor- 
mally associates with comics, the best art 
one can get, and longer, gutsier, more 
dramatic stories, in keeping with the no- 
tion of being novels rather than simple 
funny books. To most of the world, this 
format is nothing new. For years, Asian 
and European publishers have printed 
comics in lovely, high priced packages, 
butin the United States, the idea of comic 
books as anything more than a slightly 
shameful form of junk entertainment, for 
children, illiterates, and a few morally or 


thing daring and new. 

Now that the comics industry is doing 
comics as real books, it's only natural that 
real publishers, who can use real writers 
and artists with real talent (as opposed to 
the inane hack and cartoonists that the 
rest of the world seems to think fill this in- 
dustry), are getting into the act and show- 
ing us how it should be done. Or, if the 
books I've seen so far are any example of 
what we can expect, how it shouldn't be 


ne. 

Workman Publishing’s Macbeth, an 
unabridged comics version of William 
Shakespeare’s eerie tragedy, illustrated 
by Von, is one of the most appalling 
messes | have ever seen. It is badly 
drawn, badly lettered, and badly laid 
out, a textbook version of how someone 
who has never done comics, but has 
looked at them and jumped to incorrect 
conclusions about the nature of the me- 
dium and the techniques involved, does 
à comic story. 

Now, | grant you that Elizabethan 
drama is not something that leaps to mind 
when one thinks of stories that ought to 
be adapted graphically. However, it 
should be possible to do a better job with 
it than this. Especially since Macbeth is 
‘one of Shakespeare’s most visual trage- 
dies, long on action and supernatural im- 
agery, and complete with some 
wonderful histrionics. The fact that much 
of what occurs is described in dialogue, 
as befits a stage play, is no excuse for a 
graphic version that is for the most part a 
series of unrelated head shots of hard-to- 
tell-apart characters, hemmed in on all 
sides by enormous, square, and gener- 
ally alarming looking word balloons. 

Any comics professional knows the 
tricks to use to compensate for scenes 
that involve lengthy conversations— 
flashbacks, symbolic shots, varying cam- 


emotionally retarded adults, is some- 


era angles, and interesting backgrounds, 
to name just a few. Von obviously doesn't 
and the work suffers for it. Even what 
should be strikingly visual scenes fall flat. 
A good example of this is the advance of 
Birnam Wood. Macbeth, who has be- 
haved very badly toward all his friends 
and allies, murdering some and framing 
others for it, is holed up in his keep, con- 
vinced he must be safe because of a 
prophesy which states that he'll be safe 
until the forest outside his castle ad- 
vances to the castle walls. So, there he is, 
feeling pretty secure and pleased with 
himself, until he looks out over the battle- 
ments and sees the whole shebang, trees 
and all, begin to move towards him. Dra- 
matically, it's an incredible moment, and 
in the book, it falls incredibly flat. Any- 
one out there seen Akira Kurosawa’s 
Throne of Blood? It's a Japanese version 
of the play, done with samurai in place of 
the Scotsmen, and the scene where the 
forest advances is one of the most chill- 
ing, surreal, and convincing things I’ve 
ever seen. Something is seriously wrong 
when ап artist-whose only limitations 
are those of his imagination and his talent 
—does so much less than a director who 
had to work with real men and real trees. 

Von may not be as bad an artist as this 
book makes him (or her) seem. He may 
have been trying for a primitive styliza- 
tion, or attempting to imitate what he 
thinks comics are supposed to look like. 
Either way, it didn't work. Someone 
should tell him that bad drawing, garishly 
colored and extravagantly airbrushed, 
doesn't become good art. 

Poetry Comics: A Cartoonverse of 
Poems by Dave Morice, published by 
Simon and Schuster, does to the comic 
strip art and poetry what Macbeth does to 
graphic novels and drama. As with Mac- 
beth, the writing is excellent. The selec- 
tion of the poetry is very good, showing a 
lot of taste and variety. Dave Morice il- 
lustrates almost every one in a different 
genre style—imitation love comic, imita- 
tion superhero, imitation kid’s drawing, 
imitation underground, imitation funny 
animal, etc, His many styles have one 
thing in common, though-they're all 
bad. Not one of them looks like the genu- 
ine article. If he can really draw, it 
doesn’t show here. The art is crude, 
badly rendered and charmless, and most 
of the concepts for the visualizations of 
the poems are outré without the saving 
grace of wit. 

Very few people are going to like either 
of these books. Those who disdain 
comics anyway aren't likely to relent 
when they see them and comics fans will 
hold off and save their money for the 


work of people who know what they're 
doing. The only folks these might please 
are those who think they've found some- 
thing terribly avant-garde here, or people 
who will at last have clear justification for 
every rotten thing they've ever said or 
thought about comics. 


You want a good trade paperback 
comic? Try Aardvark-Vanaheim's The 
Swords of Cerebus, Volume 4, written 
and drawn by Dave Sim and reprinting is- 
sues #13-16 of the popular Cerebus the 
Aardvark comic. It also contains a few 
Cerebus stories from other sources, as 
well as Dave's usual witty commentaries. 
With its colorful characters, fast-paced, 
funny script, and clean, serviceable and 
frequently charming artwork, this one’s a 
delight. 

For all you fantasy fans, The Donning 
Company’s Starblaze branch has just 
published Myth Directions, the latest of 
Robert Asprin's mythadventures. I'm a 
sucker for this series, which depicts the 
adventures of Skeeve, a naive and un- 
worldly sorcerer's apprentice who's got- 
ten entangled with Aahz, a fast-talking, 
streetwise, con man of a demon from the 
dimension of Perv. Asprin's writing is 
light and hilarious, and Phil Foglio’s illus- 
trations capture the mood of this new 
story very nicely. So far, Skeeve, Aahz, 
and their various extradimensional cro- 
nies have faced an evil wizard and a ma- 
rauding army. This time they take to the 
field of-spectator sports. These books 
have got to be popular, because imitators 
are springing up all over the place. 

Finally, now is a good time for all you 
holdouts to read Douglas Adams's The 
Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy and 
The Restaurant at the End of the Uni- 
verse. Public broadcasting stations 
around the country are currently running 
the radio and television versions of these 
stories, and a new volume, entitled Life, 
the Universe, and Everything, has just 
been published, completing the trilogy. 
The same cast of characters who helped 
make the first two books such a success 
Marvin the paranoid android, Trillian the 
sexy space cadet, Zaphod Beeblebrox 
(who suffers from delusions of grandeur), 
Arthur Dent (who suffers from delusions 
of normalcy), and my personal favorite, 
Ford Prefect (who suffers from an over- 
whelming desire for parties, peer groups, 
anda good strong drink)—have been reas- 
sembled for this tale. This series is mild- 
mannered, outlandish, and irreverent, 
and in many respects, this third book is 
the funniest of them all. 
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ΤΗΕ 
HORDE 


illustrated by 
Barry Windsor-Smith 
written b 
Archie Goodwin 


1. 

As the siege began its sec- 
ond month, they breached 
the fortress walls. For three 
more weeks battle raged 
across the courtyards, sta- 
bles, and antechambers of 
the keep’s main buildings. 
After five days of close 
combat and painful retreat 
through stone-hewn corri- 
Е} dors, stairways, and living 
4 quarters, the remaining de- 
fenders were barricaded in 
the great Hall of Ancestors. 
On midnight of the sixth 
2 day, the barricades fell and 
the invaders poured into 
the hall driving the hand- 


4 the Tree of Shields, a tow- 
ering peg studded column 
D 426 < NIIT i 6 of wood hung with the bat- 

シク ジン ジ Z= VE Aes ή $ tle shields of those who 
9 А Ξ αν ὁ fas 3 7 YW 7 2 / = had ruled and served the 
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keep for centuries past. 
One by one, the handful 
died; ripped, hewn, and 
bloodily slaughtered. At 
last, only two stood, side 
by side on the marbled 
steps to the Tree of Shields. 
Kristan, Lord of Omega 
Keep, and Sabra, the 
Swordbearer. One man 
and one woman making a 
final stand for the human 
race against the endless 
horde; a legion of howlin; 
corpses and mad-eye 
skeletons; an army of 
the dead now overrunning 
the last stronghold of the 
living. 


2. 

The earth was dying. The 
sun losing its fire. For un- 
told eons it had hung in 
gray skies, a watery pink 
globe radiating acool glow 
and plunging the world it 
once had warmed into per- 
petual twilight. Mornin; 
after morning, scattere 
pockets of humanity woke 
and looked to the sky, 
wondering if this was the 
day the pale sun would fi- 
nally spasm and wink out. 
Evening after evening, they 
went to their beds, de- 
{И uncertain if the 
falling darkness would last 
foranightor become alife- 
less eternity. Each person 
lived with the sense of 
doom, with the knowledge 


that if the end would not 
come today, then surely 
tomorrow; if not in their 

eneration, then surely 
in the next. Strange cults 
and stranger religions 
abounded, but little hope. 
Life was lived with desper- 
ation, with resignation or 
resolve, but without prom- 
ise. Wealth, power, and 
pleasure were commonly 
and cruelly pursued. If 
honor and nobility existed 
tey were usually linked 
with choosing how one 
would die. 


3. 

Some came like animals, 
hissing and snarling from 
partially rotted vocal 
chords, clawing with brit- 
tle, broken nails and biting 
with teeth dark and deeply 
decayed. Others staggered 
stiffly, demon warriors 
without flesh; engines of 
bone and gristle hacking, 
stabbing, and pressing on 
with mad, mechanical in- 
tensity. And some were 
barely cold; comrades-in- 


AS 
arms of just a day past or 
but a week gone; flesh still 
moist, wounds still drip- 
ping. They came in armor 
of ages ong forgotten; 
they came in breechclouts 
an spiked-helms of 
Omega Keep's own guard. 
But they came. Some from 
half a world’s distance; 
some from the nearest hall 
or rampart. They came. 
And being dead they could 
not die. They could be 
shattered, smashed, or 
hewn into chunks that still 
twitched with motion but 
could no longer harm. The 
broad, double-edged wea- 
pons wielded by Kristan 
and Sabra did this far bet- 
ter than any of the curved, 
single-edge blades com- 
mon to the time. Without 


them, the pair would have 
fallen to the horde long 
before. But no matter how 
many undead foes went 
down under these swords 
of a bygone age, more 
swarmed into the Hall of 


Ancestors. Kristan clubbed 
with his sword pommel 
and reverse-slashed with 
one hand while his other 
arm blocked and bashe 


with a shield bearing the 
Omega Keep standard. 
Bones splintered; blood 
sprayed. And still they 
came. He risked a glance 
at Sabra. She fought with 
sure, skillful strokes and 
an expert's ever varying 
rhythms even after hours 
of combat. She had brought 
these weapons and taught 
him to use one. Taught him 
that, and far more. Kristan 
knew he would never have 
her ability; he counted on 
strength and stamina to 
keep him fighting at her 
side. Earlier fe had hoped 
they might see another 
dawn together. Now, as 
the circling faces of death 


and decay tightened 
around them, binding 
them to the Tree of 


Shields, Kristan prayed for 
one more hour. And still 
they came. 


4. 
Some time after the Fifth 
Cataclysm, the magic came 
back. As earth and sun be- 
gan their millennia lon; 
leath throes, many turne: 
to sorcery and found mag- 
ic, gone since the planet's 
dawn era, had returned. 
Great wizards and magi- 
cians rose. Some futilely 
drawing on the magic for 
ways to save the dying 
earth; some expending it 
to forge their own power. 
So the Wizard Wars began. 
Great armies and great sor- 


| “ 
cery clashed. And were ех- τ 


hausted. Once more the 
magic withered. But as it 
did someone called up the 
horde. Summoned the 
dead to rise and fight the 
ІШ Summoned апа 
failed to send back. Magic 
remained to feed the spell, 
but not enough to van- 
quish it. The wizards died, 
but their army marched on. 
Men died, and that army 
grew. 


5. 
Omega Keep. The name 
told all. It was built to be 
humanity’s last bastion. Its 
Lords were dedicated to 
fight until the end. They 
called earth’s finest war- 
riors to their standard. 
They forayed against the 
vast number of tyrants, bar- 
barians, marauders, and 
madmen a world without 


WS" 
81/12 

future could produce. 
They died gloriously, with 
honor, and their battle 
shields were hung high on 
the tree in the great hall. 
For many generations they 
held the mounting legions 
of the horde at Вай But 
the toll was great. Fewer 
heroes appeared to swell 
the ranks of Omega Keep. 
The proud forays grew 
shorter and in time became 
defensive patrols. Grad- 
ually even these ceased. 
And one cold morning, 


| Kristan looked out from a 
rampart to the sweeping 
| wastes beyond where à 
vanguard of living dead 
were beginning to move 
and knew it had fallen to 
him to be the last Lord of 


Omega Keep. 


6. 
a. The swordbearer. 
ae after it kon been de- 
ed impossible to move 
сме out Я. the Keep, she 
reached them. She came 


+ 
2. 


hand, drippin 
the Bath she h 
through the horde, the 
other strapped to her back. 
The swords were forged of 
ametal no one recognized 


and of an age beyond 
counting. To combat the 
Μας ions, Sabra had 
descended into the aban- 
doned mines of Earth's 
oldest mountains, search- 
ing and crawling αι 
tunnels dark and terrible 
which seemed to plunge 
to the bowels of the world. 
In a luminous tomb, she 
found the swords amid 
other relics from times 
unimagined. They reeked 
of magic; stronger magic 
than the doomed earth 
knew; magic that те 
well have been from the 
dawn world era. Magic 
that some at Omega Keep 
hoped might save them, if 
"they could but unlock it 
and make it work through 
the swords. Kristan felt no 
such hope. If the swords 
had magic, it seemed be- 
yond their evoking. It was 
enough that he could die 
with such a weapon in his 
hands, reaving even more 
of the ΠΗ 

than he had 


previousl 


ing horde 


estimated. Yet if Kristan felt 
no hope, the presence of 
Sabra did bring him some- 


thing he had long found 
impossible in an age mark- 
ing off the hours until 
death andeternal oblivion. 
He spoke with her, trained 
with her, looked into her 
strong, beautiful features 
framed by dark red hair, 
and felt desire. Desire she 
returned. Desire that in 
other times might have 
been something deeper, 
something better. But as 
the thronging dead grew, 
filling the plain, ready to 
burst and overrun Omega 
Keep, even desire was a 
miracle. 


7. 
A corpse struck at Kristan 
with a blazing torch from 
the Keep's wall. He block- 
ed it with his shield and 
cleaved with his sword 
through rotted flesh until 
the thing fell in two. But 
now his back was exposed. 
Blades held in skeletal 
rips slashed toward it. 
ἔπι Sabra struck, shat- 
tering them from the white 
boned arms that wielded 
them. Kristan smiled grim- 
ly. How many more times 
would they save each other 
before it all ended? Earlier 


world, Kristan had lived for 
the time he would die. Like 
those whose shields hüng 
above him, he had guide: 
his life toward a hero's 
death. Now it was here. 
Why seek to prolong it? He 
looked to Sabra. She read 
his eyes. And suddenly she 
was shouting, screaming to 
be heard above the din of 
battle. 


8. 

Something seared Kris- 
tan’s left arm. His shield 
was aflame. He swung it 
violently back and forth to 
put out the fire. Embers 
flew. The aging cloth of the 
tapestry behind the Tree of 
Shields ignited. Kristan's 
senses registered it; his 
mind did not. It echoed 
with the words Sabra had 
shouted. Life. For the first 
time she had seen that in 


š 4 ο σσ 
his eyes instead of the re- 
solve to die. Life. She 
wanted it too. For herself. 
For him. For the part of 
both of them that now 

rew inside her. Life. With 

leath their goal, she had 
seen no keed to tell him of 
the child. Now she scream- 
ed the fact. Life. He wanted 
itas he never believed pos- 


he had prayed for an hour. 
They had had that and 
more. Perhaps another 
moment. Two. He almost 
laughed. Like the rest of 
this doomed twilight 


sible. Kristan hurled the 
burning shield from his 


making а temporary bridge 
over πα Kristan ага 
Sabra could run as around 
them the army of the dead 
shrieked and burned. 


9. 
Between the magic of their 
blades and the searing, 
spreading 
cleared a path to a rampart 
and the plain beyond. It 
was empty. Omega Keep 
burned behind them and 
the great mass that was the 
пот 

within it. Kristan and Sabra 
moved away unpursued, 
striding toward the dawn. 
Perhaps other survivors 
waited out there; perhaps 
whole lands existed the 


arm into the attackers. Fire 
spread. He апа Sabra 
moved behind the Tree of 
Shields, nearer the flaming 
tapestry. Its intense heat 
licked and scorched them 
butalso slowed their mind- 
less foes. Between fighting 
strokes, they hacked at the 
column’s base as a last, 
desperate notion seemed 
to seize both of them. Im- 
possible, Kristan thought. 
The column was too thick; 
the ancient wood too 
strong. And yet, great 
hunks splintered and flew. 


The twin swords sang. 
Magically. Dawn world 
magic. It was suddenly 
clear. The magic of life. 
That was what made the 
blades respond. Life. The 
Tree of Shields fell, сапу; 
ing flames and the tradi- 
tions of Omega Keep with 
it, making the Hall of An- 


= 


s 


flame, they 


е had poured dumbly 


horde had never touched. 
Perhaps not. The earth 
might die tomorrow. Or 
endure another thousand 
years. Whatever time re- 
mained, they would use it 
to live. Morning came. 
Weakly, dimly, as always. 
The sun was still dying. But 
they were not. 


THERE EXISTED A 


HITHER CAME ARNOLD TH& Ι62ΗΙΙΡΙΑΝ. 
GREAT UNWASHED 


BLACK- HAIRED, SULLEN-€YED, SWORD- 
IN-HAND, BRAIN-IN-NKUTRAL 


KNOW YOU, ὁ PRINCE, 
THAT BETWEEN THE 
YEARS WHEN THE 
BLAKK TOWER 
<RUMBLED TO 
RUINS AND PRIOR 
TO THE INVENTION 
OF THE <ONTINUOLS 
ATION LOOM 


TO TREAD THE JEWELED THRONG 
OF €STARCION UNDER HIF 
#ANDALL<D FEET, 


® A SLAYER A VENTRILIQUIST 


ні Bove 
AND GIRLS 


CARR EX RRR 
YA T UOC == 


©1982 Dave Sim 


HE RODE OUT ΟΕΤΕΙ 
аа SKIRMISH AT THE 


TALVELAI WENT 
WITH HIM 


THEIR BUSINESS 


WELL PROTECTED, 
R LIA TALVELA 


HER SISTE 

ΤΕΙ AND ALIN 
GUARDED THE 
HOUSE. 


HE CARRIED А HORN WHICH, WHEN 
SOUNDED, WOULD SUMMON A 
SMALL COMPANY OF GUARDS. 


ΚΑΙΑΝΟ 
ERS 


DON'T SAY THAT. IT'S NOT 
LUCKY, AND IT ISN'T TRUE. 
EY, 


К дай と だ / 
ον 


AS THE RIDER CAME CLOSER, THEY COULD Wawa 
m AL WOMAN. Bs 


L SEE THAT SHE WAS A k: 


CAN YOU USE THAT PRETTY STICK ? 


IEY SING; 


IT IS AS THI ç 
RE INDEED FAIR . 
AIR, 


THEY CARRIED ALIN TALVELA TO HER BED, 
R MOTHER ΤΗΕ. XE AND 


WHERE HE! 
Малы WAITED TO TEND 


WORD WENT TO ROKO TALVELA TO TELL HIM OF HIS 
DAUGHTER'S DEATH. CALLING TRUCE TO HIS WARS, 
HE RETURNED AT ONCE TO ISSHO. ΚΑΙ AND ΤΕΙ RODE 
AT THE HEAD OF THE SAD PROCESSION THAT 
BROUGHT THE BODY OF THEIR SISTER TO BURIAL. 


THY BEAUTY IS LESS THAN IT WAS, WOMEN OF ISSHO. 


ING ROKO TALVELA RETURNE 
R DAWN AND AT D (ED TO HIS WARS. KAI AND 


ND ONE SOFT AFTERNOON A FIGURE 
к SE 


THEY RODE, ACCOMPANIED 


AUTUMN. THE FARMERS B 


STAY, TRAVELER . 
THERE IS NO 
WELCOME FOR 


EVIL WOMAN, ALIN WAS ALL THAT 
‘TRUSTING AND FAIR, AND YOU STRUCK 
HER DOWN. COME, SEDI, COME 


DO YOU HEAR THOSE I AM NOT 
HORNS, O MURDEROUS CAUGHT SO 
STRANGER ? THE TALVELA D EASILY. 
SOLDIERS COME. YOU 2 4 

SHALL NOT ESCAPE. A 

= 


YOU IN ISSHO. 


VN 


BUT και TELVELA DID 
МОТ WEEP. AFTER ΤΗΕ. 
"BURIAL SHE WENT ТО HER 
MOTHER'S CHAMBERS. 


O MY DAUGHTER, 1 WISH YOU HAD COME TO ME WHEN 
THIS SEDI FIRST APPEARED. I COULD HAVE TOLD YOU 
THAT SHE WAS NO ORDINARY WARRIOR . 


SEDI IN THE ENCHANTER'S 
ANS AND 


ΟΝΕ OF THE SHADES OF THAT 
1 FEAR SHE HEARD THE 


| OF THE WISEFOLK SHE ALI 
SKED THE SAME THING: 2. МА O MOON, OR SHADE OF THE 


e ра 
EVER YOU MAY ВЕ, LONG HAVE I RCHED 

V й w BY WHOSE HAND PERISHED THE TWO PEOPLE 
SL Я THEM, I NO LONGER | 
| NEAREST WITCH \ wr ЖЗ 

ары - TALVELAI, AND A WARRIOR, AND I WOULD 

ol DIE IN BATTLE. O SEDI, WILL 
YOU FIGHT ? 


МУ ARMOR IS FILTH- 
COVERED. MY HORSE IS 
I AM NO LONGER й 

BEAUTIFUL. 〇 JEALOUS 
ONE, CEASE YOUR 


SEEMED ТО KAI THAT NO. TIME 

PUE AT ALL. SHE SLEPT BY DAY, 

AT NIGHT TO RIDE WITH. 
A 5 THE DARK $КҮ 


OLD WOMAN STAI 


BUT OWE SLEEP SHE DREAMED OF 
AN INDING BY A 
WINDOW, CALLING HER NAME. 


YOU MUST KNOW, KAI TALVELA, THAT 


IMAN TIME HAS PASSED SINCE 
VERY 


OLD. THE VERY STEED THAT 
YOU HERE HAS LONG SINCE TURNED 
TO DUST. 


О ΜΥ LOVE, DEAR TO ME 
IS THE TIME I HAVE SPENT 
WITH YOU. YET 

FOR THE COUNTRY 
OF MY 


BIRTH 


SEDI, LET Е 
МЕ СОТО МҮ 
PLACE 


І АМ και TALVELA 
AND I WANT TO 
MÀ SEE MY MOTHER / 


1 HAVE MISSED YOU. I CALLE! ND. 
CALLED. STRONG WAS THE SPELL THAT 
HELD YOU. WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN? 


WHO ARE YOU? WHAT IS YOUR BUSINESS HERE? 


LONG TIME BEFORE 
WOMA! 


x 


1 [THAT NIGHT, KAI'S BED WAS НЕҢ 
|| WARM. Bur AT DAWN SED) LEFT. | | 
HAVE YOU ' Ü К 1 


MISSED МЕ? WILL YOU 


τ 1 SHOULD NOT HAVE 
E AUTUMN AFTER, COME HOME. I SHOULD 
Ë RETURN THE OLD | HAVE STAYED 

АМ DIED. 5 Bm, WITH SEDI. 


SHE SAID THE 
EE 
-HER TO SAY. ` 


THEY BURIED ΚΑΙ TALVELA BESIDE HER MOTHER 
AND SISTERS, AND THEN FORGOT ABOUT HER. 
FICKLENESS IS ALSO A HUMAN TRAIT. 


hg 


ў 


TA 
г. 


WORI 
NECK A PIECE OF BROKEN 
MIRROR ON A SILVER CHAIN. 


BUT SOME YEARS LATER THERE WAS WAR 
IN ISSHO. THE SOLDIERS OF AT HER INDOMITABLE 


MANNER, THE ENEMY 
ee STRUCK WITH 


PE 


\ (070 
TALVELA 
SOLDIERS, Q 
FOLLOW ME! 


THE DAUGHTERS OF THE 


5 
TALVELAI NEVER TIRE OF 
THE 


STORY. THEY ASK 
FOR IT AGAIN AND AGAIN. 


Tribute 


GENE DAY 


1951-1982 


ET e 


sme 


| 


by Archie Goodwin 
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| % This year has been a brutal one for lovers of the 
art of comics. It contained the deaths of 

such talent as Hal Foster, Wallace Wood, Reed Crandall, 

| and Russ Manning to name just a few. In October, 

| Gene Day, perhaps best known for his recent work as 

ul resident artist on Marvel's Master of Kung Fu 

| comic, died suddenly in his sleep of a heart attack. 

| He was thirty-one years old. Unlike the 

| other artists named, Gene had not yet reached his 

[| full stature in the field. His art, already 

unique and impressive, was still growing. Hopefully 
then, what these pages will show is not 

just the variety and accomplishment of Gene Day's 

artwork, but the promise as well. 


| IT SCREAMS WITH 

| JOY. THIS IS A HOST 

AMONG HOSTS ` A 

GREAT DWELLING 
PLACE FOR ONE 
OF 115 KIND. 


UNLIKE THE WEAK, wisp} 

OF ITS FORMER BODY ы m 
FINDS THIS ONE STRONG 

SO UNBELIEVABLY STRONG. 


IN AN ETERNITY SPENT 

IN VARIOUS HOST-SHELLS, + 

IT FINDS THIS ONE 

ТО BE UNIQUE ^ n 

EL SERAL 
ля 

ANO IT KNOWS 

PROWESS LIKE 

| 77 HAS NEVER 

KNOWN 
| ¿ BEFORE! 


) 60 ЕРІС 


ЕРІС 61 


FREQUENTLY, 
THAT 15 
SUFFICIENT,,, 


Bornin Gananoque, Ontario, Canada, where he 
continued to live and work, Gene, a self-taught artist 
and writer, began working professionally in 
1974. Though he contributed to mainstream publications, 
much of his earlier work was for independently 
produced books such as Orb, Star Reach, and his own 
magazine, Dark Fantasy. Though his drawing 
would later grow more accomplished, most of this early 
work ably reflects two of Gene's strongest 
points; his powerful and dramatic use of blacks in 
his rendering, and his constant experimentation 
with page design and story-telling breakdowns. Since 
Gene was doing his own writing in most of 
these pieces, he was able to play to these strengths 
with particular effectiveness. 


„. THERE 
WILL BE 
RETREAT... 
AND THUS 
NO DEATH- 
STRUGGLE... 


Always an enthusiastic worker, Gene was able to embrace 
a wide variety of stylistic approaches and 
choices in subject matter. His interests seemed to 
range from war, to horror, to fantasy, to 
science-fiction and back, and he was usually able to 
find a unique and appropriate rendering or 
design technique to match the switch in subject matter. 
To look through either of the two collections οί 
his work, Future Day from Flying Buttress Publications, 
or All Things Dark and Dangerous from Shadow 
Press, brings this vividly and dramatically home. 


λα саске есик еы ы 


The illustrations used in these pages come froma 


variety of sources. The piper on the opening 


page is from the splash panel of Gene's last issue of 
Master of Kung Fu. Days of Future Past originally 

appeared in Star Reach as did Samurai (pages 62 and 
66) and There’s Banging up in Bangor (shown on 

page 63). Gauntlet (page 61) and Black Legion (page 65) 


are included in the Future Day collection. The 


interpretation of the scene from Rogues in the House 


(page 64) can be found in All Things Dark and 


Dangerous. They are only a small part of a large 
body of work for one so young. We'll never know 
what else Gene Day might have given us. We can only 


be grateful for what there already is. 


Illustration on page 61 ©1982 Marvel Comics Group; 


all other illustrations are copyrighted to the artist, Gene Day. 


WOW, AT THE TEMPLE, 


THAT PRIEST SPEAKS -- } 


CREATED £ PLOTTED 

&Y CARL POTTS 

ART BY CARL POTTS 6 
TERRY AUSTIN. 

SCRIPT BY DENNY O'NEIL 


LETTERS ВУ JIM NOVAK 


EST Hear ме-- 
HEED ME, X 
> | ў BROTHERS’ 5 


COLORS BY MARIE SEVERIN 


I 00. AS YOU KNOW, 
I HAVE RECENTLY 


WELLE ДАМ 
WHICH Wi | 
3 WORLD I$ GROWING 
TODAY, SHONIN ? ALLER 


= THEY WILL TAKE 
BEFORE LONG, OUR DRAGONS -- THE 
THE TONGUES OF LAST OF THOSE 
THE FOREIGNERS NOBLE BEASTS--AND 
WILL BE LAPPING THEY MAY TAKE 
T з OUR LIVES. 


©1982 Carl Potts 


M THEN WE MUST GO TO 
aj NORTH WESTERN AMERICA 
IT I$ MANY TIMES THE SIZE | 
OF ALL JAPAN. WE CAN LOSE 
OURSELVES IN THE VAST- 
NESS -- AND DESTROY ANY 
WHO STAND IN OUR PATH. 


YOU... COUNSEL VIOLENCE Z 
BUT WE ARE AN ORDER 
DEDICATED TO PEACE. 


Y AND ΤΗΕ DRAGON E 
MORE SERENE CREATURES Ë 
EXIST ON EARTH! 


THEY CAN BE TAUGHT ИШЕ дс You I SAW IN ΤΗΕ 
THE CRAFTS OF WAR, : | FOREST... WITH THE WEAPONS 

BROTHERS -- BELIEVE IT. - 22 |... COMMANDING ΤΗΕ DRAGONS 

AND AS FOR US-- | ТО SLAUGHTER. m 

554 5 Ns 3 NOT HARM US 
WAVE ALREADY ^ 7 - IT 15 AGAINST 
LEARNED THEM. | | M THEIR NATURE-- p 


`Q f stay THEM 
SLAY EVERY 


ONE OF THEM! 


WAITED LONG 
ENOUGH FOR 
YOUR ANSWER. 


FOLLOW ME, HO-KAN / 
WE CAN HIDE IN THE 
MEDITATION HALL 7 


I OFFER YOU 
CHOICE - --JOIN 
ME OR JOIN 


YOUR 
ANCESTORS. 


qe wm; 


> my AND PANIC PROPELS. 
I GUARDING THE EXT. res 

шт” 
YA ! SS 


ПЕ に ? 

WITH THE SCREAMS OF HIS V. 

| FRIENDS LACERATING Mis 

N SOUL, HO-KAN REELS (NTO 
THE SHADOWS - MES PORTH (М. と ・ 

HIS LUNGS (MBS 

TREMBLE. τ 


| AND CLAWS OF OUR 
PETS / ς 


pm «ἲ г 


KAN 15 SUCH А WEAKLING... HE'S 
PROBABLY DEAD OF FRIGHT A АР" 


IT'S GETTING 
TOO DARK то 
FOLLOW HIM. 


шк. 


`S 


2. THEN HE SCRABBLES 

IN THE DIRT, UNCOVERING а =-SAID TO 
А BOX HE BURIED AFTER = BURN THE 
RETURNING FROM A 7 らら L HE 
FUNERAL... HİS TREASURE-~ DURS 


БШ 


--THE EYELID SCALE OF A 


Wees-- 
THE GIFT OF HIS MENTOR IN MY FUTURE-- 
AND ONLY FRIEND -- 


H'LO, WIFEY/ I'M BACK 
FROM MY VOYAGING ... AS 
IF YOU CARE 


Bi 
IN THE VAPORS RISING FROM 
THE FLAMES... 


TAK'SHI THE 
HALF BREED Ü 
MONKEY... 


THE PAST... THE 
FUTURE... AN 

ANSWER TO MY 
QUESTIONS... 


LOW З 


F BITCH. You AND YOUR BROTHER DID ' = 
я А FAVOR, KILLING MY FRIENDS... I DON'T ew dE 
HAVE TO SHARE THE LOOT WITH ANYON RRS NOU CENTBERS 


ЖОҒ You'll 
MOAN BEFORE 
I'M ро-- 


τ s 
FOOLS / DON'T OWE εἰ ΖΕ ғаға 
2 AND CLOTHING MEE 
ў WE CAN USE. 2. FEMALE 


Т YOU WILL LEARN MUCH А YO 
e / MY FAMILY WILL BE GRATEFUL ТО “4 dps Я 
HAVE А USE 4 YOU...AT LEAST TO THE EXTENT OF er 4 w SUFFER MUCH: SOMETIMES 


^ THEY ARE THE SAME THING. 
FOR HER, Too” E GIVING YoU FOOD AND A PLACE TO Ж vou may JOIN OUR CLAN, i 


SLEEP. IF YOU LIKE--A CLAN OF { AND You WILL 
THE IGA NINJA. ALWAYS HAVE 


E AGONY YOU FEEL НҮ... 
[оуу оғ сеат АРДЫ 
UE, <. 2 
TEACHES YOU BANDIT. š 
ENDURANCE. 


INN さこ こっ = 
YOUTH, DROPS. FROM 
TAKASHI LIKE SNOW 


--АМР THERE /< А 

GROWING AWARENESS 

OF HAWAKO, THE GIRL 
HE ERE. 


ONE ANS WER 
1s ALWAYS 
POSSIBLE: SHE 
/$ NINJA... 


HAPS THIS А Ase THE 
REASON HE WAS ABLE TO 
SLAUGHTER THE BANDITS 
$0 EASILY... 


4$ SHE HIS SISTER? 
WO. BUT. THEN, WHAT 13 


IS SHE z 


S 
I DARE NOT TELL 


заа YOU THE PART 
= Т INJURED 2 J | MATE SOREST/ 


THERE (5 
š LAUGHTER-- 


-- BUT. /T.POES NOT RELIEVE 
HIS ESSENTIAL LONLINESS. 
DESPITE HIS POSITION IN THE 
CLAN, HE /$ STILL A HALF- 
BREED, AND THESE PEOPLE 


ARE NOT HIS КІМ... 


PERHAPS THIS 
/$ ΤΗΕ REASON 
HE EXCELCS (М 


THE FEROCIOUS “ 
KUSAR/-GAMA-- 


MORNING 15 NO TIME FOR 
VISIONS, THEY FADE WITH 
THE FIRST RAYS OF THE 
SUN. HO-KAN BLINKS AND 
[MURMERS - τ 


N ^ 
THE LAST OF THE DRAGONS continues next issue 


"HE (5 THE ONE 
HE WILL END THE 
ο με 


by Steven Grant 


L. said that nothing exceeds like suc- 
cess, and that's certainly true for video 
games, which are covering advertising 
space like a plague, not to mention aber- 
rations like the Pac-Man song glutting 
space on the already lobotomized air- 

waves. | recently found a book by the 
Editors of Consumer Guide, which used 
to specialize in telling housewives what 
washer-dryer combinations to buy, 
called How to Win at Video Games. 96 
pages — mostly big pictures and big print 
— for $2.95, featuring methods of beating 
the machines while playing Donkey 


Tempest, Frogger, Missile Command, 
Ms. Pac-Man and Turbo. The book actu- 
ally makes a good introduction to the 
whole thing, explaining very briefly why 
each game is important as regards the de- 
velopment of state-of-the-art in games. It 
even gives a brief preview of several 
games in development. 

The book isn't a rip-off because it does 
‘exactly what it says it’s going to do, but 
the price compared to the content does 
show an oddly cynical greed on the part 
of Consumers Guide (and Pocket Books), 
profiteering off the videogame craze. 

Meanwhile, every manufacturer in the 
world is making the move into the home 
Video market (Atari seems to be the unit 
to be compatible with), and it’s hardly 
Surprising that one month a national 
Magazine makes a joke about a Hol- 
lywood executive leaving a high-prestige 
job with his company to take a low-level 
{and higher paying) job with a videogame 
firm, and the next month 20th Century 
Fox unleashes a new line of game car- 
tridges. It's also not surprising that Walt 
Disney Productions took a bath with their 
film, Tron, about a man falling into a 
video game — 1) no one who has ever 
been heavily into video games thinks 
that’s an unusual occurence, at least on 
the psychological level, and 2) people 
who like videogames are going to spend 
their money playing videogames, not 
Watching movies about people playing 

imes — just as it is not surprising 

that Disney hopes to make up their losses 

by marketing a video cartridge of a game 
on Tron. 

Just as there are games planned or out 
that are based on Star Wars and Ε.Τ. (Got 
that? The point is to ride a bike up in the 
air in order to catch a ride on a spaceship. 
Having some fun now.) 


GAMEVIEW 


And for fans of the vulgar and disgust- 
ing, one company has been sick enough 
to issue a scurrilous game wherein the big 
finale is that the player, depicted on the 
screen as a cowboy, gets to rape a tied-up 
American Indian girl. The graphics are 
crude enough to be meaningless, a dot 
pattern that only approaches representa- 
tion of the assault... and the company is 
using that to justify its absolute lapse of 
human values. The woman, by the way, 
gets a smile on her face, so you know it 
was a man who designed this racist, 
sexist claptrap. Woman's groups and 
American Indian groups are up in arms, 
which is as it should be. 

We may be staggering into First 
Amendment grounds here. Not much has 
been said about the implied content of 
video games (explicit content of any 
value seems too much to ask for), except 
by hysterical crusader types who some- 
how never see themselves as one step re- 
moved from demagoguery. Among the 
few rational voices, Richard Goldstein 
made these comments in a recent issue of 
The Village Voice: 

"If, at first, their subject matter was a 
mythic or cosmic —offering kids a chance 
to blow up the world in consolation for a 
life of restrictions and demands — the 
'plots' or video games are growing stead- 
ily more naturalistic. Electronic muggers 
now prowl the terminals of video ar- 
cades, competing with actual conflicts 
like the Falkland Islands war. The idea is 
to act out a life-and-death struggle at the 
flick of a fingertip. It's as if video games 
were tryng to catch up to high-impact 
films like Blade Runner and The Road 
Warrior, which are themselves attempts 
to express the megaviolent options of a 
video game in ‘real’ cinematic terms.” 

Goldstein has touched on implications 
that he himself seems to have over- 
looked. Video games represent one of the 
major changes in American leisure ac- 
tivities in the last decade, and all changes 
in leisure activity (TV, movies) have 
cause sweeping changes in the way we 
live, and the way we think. For the last 
twenty years (and probably since the ad- 
vent of mass media advertising on the 
scale that television provides), we have 
been saddled with the impulse to follow 
youth, which accounts to some extent for 
the success of video games with adults. 
Kids latch onto video games, partly be- 
cause they are new and in some disre- 
pute, and the adoption of the new is one 


of the few ways that kids have of telling 
officious adults (which we all are) to 
shove it. Put these two things together, 
and a vicious cycle begins 

But the only thrills video can give are 
vicarious, and as games get co-opted by 
adults, a strain is put on manufacturers to 
develop games that deliver even bigger 
kicks. Bigger and more realistic graphic, 
tougher challenges with bigger rewards, 
As the number of manufacturers increase 
— and a recent issue of Sight and Sound 
Marketing had an article on the upcom- 
ing video game war — the pressure to pro- 
duce will increase geometrically, since it 
seems to be the only guaranteed 
ballgame left in town anymore. What 
next? Three-dimensional games. Proba- 
bly. In imitation of Tron, games that sur- 
round the player? Possibly. Or a game 
that gives faces and bodies to screaming 
victims as the player guns them down? 
Hopefully not. 

But already there seems to be a strongly 
militaristic streak in current teenagers, 
and it seems to be likely that video games 
could be used to impart attitudes to the 
people playing them. Put a Russian sol- 
dier in front of the machine gun. Run to 
the bomb shelter before the bomb drops. 
Or find objects of lust in bound women, 
What really bothers me is that I've read 
quite a few interviews with manufactur- 
ers who speak blissfully of profit potential 
and improved graphics, sounds and ef- 
fects. Not a word about the games them- 
selves. Since the manufacturers apparen- 
tly haven't the interest to worry about 
their games, we'll have to hope the 
players are smart and savvy enough to 
take what they want and leave the rest. So 
long as video addiction isn't a wide- 
spread phenomenon, these questions 
can remain in the realm of the hypotheti- 
cal. ... 

An issue or two ago, | said I'd review 
games that were sent me, and I’ve since 
received several games that force me to 
rephrase my offer. In order to be suitable 
for these pages, role-playing games must 
have content relating to science-fiction 
and fantasy. (Which is why | can't say that 
Gameshop, Inc.’s Ace of Aces is a won- 
derful game set in World War | involving 
biplanes and dogfights that sets up in a 
few minutes, plays in a few minutes with 
a book that outlines all maneuvers and 
figures their consequences, and is 
genuinely exciting, especially for those of 
us with short attention spans. Sorry.) 


a s: WITH DAD 
M: LTE STE CLORETTE. 
/ 
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С 


ANP МОМ AND 


ὯΙ 
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ον 


ύ 


を で て 


HIS WORK, 
Rene, 


зам! 
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y INNKEEPER, 


ANOTHER ROLIND 
FOR MY COMPANIONS 


OF COURSE.. 
OF COURSE... 


"THEN, MY FRIEND, 
І WILL HAVE IT OUT 
OF YOUR SKIN, 


PROLOGUE: 
Πτι -ᾱ 
— М ON THE ROAD TO BETHMOORA THERE 
Ш із A TAVERN: THE SIGN OF , 
ΤΗΕ BLACK SWAN. И 
шишек ЗСК SWAN. Hf 
T IS HERE THAT WE FIND OUR HERO f 
A MAN OF MANY TALENTS; ADVEN- 
TURER, TRADESMAN, AND THIEF М 
| EXTRAORDINAIRE. 


$e it ES REIS, 2: 


IT IS LATE, JACK, AND 
YOU HAVE YET To GRACE 
MY PALM WITH YOUR 

HARD-EARNED GOLD, 


©1982 Charles Vess 


i 


"THE BLINDING FLASH OF LIGHT 
PUTS AN ABRUPT END TO THE 
INNKEEPER’S BILL COLLECTING: 


REY Par 


Toes сі ΄ 
AND JACK IS CARRIED FAR 
ΤΗΕ TAVERN AND HIS TROUBLES 
THERE. 
5 ы Й 7 2 
d καν 


AND 1 BID YOU à 
AND YOUR FRIENDS [2227 
LCOM 


YES, I THINK 
THAT YOU WILL BE 
THE ONE. 


I MUST THANK YOU, KIND 
LADY, FOR YOUR SERVICE, 


THERE ARE MANY TALES TOLD OF 
A YOUNG THIEF NAMED σαςκ..τ 
BROUGHT YOU HERE TO SEE IF 
THEY WERE TRUE. 


BUT I MUST 


AND UNDER THE LIGHT, 
Ἢ OF THE FULL MOON 
THEIR TWO BODIES 
MEET. 


ONE WHO WOULD HELP A LADY ` 772 
IN DISTRESS.. ONE WHO WOULD Z τ 


BRAVE GREAT DANGERS FOR. 
MORE OF HER SWEET 
FAVORS... AND A BAG OF 


І HAVE A SISTER, DEAR TO МЕ 222 
SHE |S. BUT SEVERAL DAYS AGO ーー 
SHE WAS ABDUCTED BY EL ΡΑΥΕΕΙ 
A POWERFUL MERCHANT. HIS 
PRIESTS HAVE WARDED HER [^ DISCUSS FURTHER 
AGAINST MY SPELLS. 1 CAN 8 MS WITH YOU, 
DO NOTHING... BUT YOU J 
WITH YOUR TALENTS 

COULD HELP 


TWILL THINK 
ABOUT YOUR OFFER, 
| BUT THERE ARE OTHER 


JLATER, AS THE WITCH SLEEPS, 
TACK SLIPS INTO HIS CLOTHES. 
q THAT 1 WILL LEAVE... 
BUT TAKE THIS FOR 
YOUR HOSPITALITY, 


WE'D BEST 
BE FAR AWAY 
FROM HERE 
IN THE 
MORNING 


Й DEAREST JACK... 
YOU WOULDN'T 
LEAVE ME Now, 


AH, YES... HERE 
ARE YOUR LITTLE 
FRIENDS! 


THEY SEEM 
UPSET! PERHAPS TO GO FOR A RIDE ? 


I CAN QUIET 


AND SHE QUICKLY 
SLIPPED THEM INTO 
A BAG SHE HAD 
JUST FOR THIS 
PURPOSE. 


NOW... WOULD YOU care ТӨ 


'THERE, 
M АТ THE TOP 15 


THE MERCHANT’S 


NOW TAKE 
THIS TALISMAN 


2%, 
AND GIVE IT TO 


FJ 


WILL ENABLE HER TO EX- 
ERCISE HER POWERS, EVEN| 
AGAINST THE PRIESTS’ 

SPELLS. 


BY I WILL HOLD YOUR 
FRIENDS HERE FOR YOU 
SO RETURN SOON. 


c» 
4 


Nou KNOW THERE WILL BE 


NO RESCUE, MY PRIESTS 
HAVE WARDED MY CASTLE 
AGAINST ALL SPELLS, YOUR 
SISTER CANNOT POSSIBLY 
HELP YOu NOW! 


T T PLI 5 
BUT ТНА EASURE | YOUR SISTER 


Τ Е 

POSTPONED BY A CONVENIENT | 

17) SENT ME... AND FROM THE WOMAN'S 
FLOWER POT FROM BEHIND. ΜΝ WITH THIS. LIPS A HIGH- PITCHED 

` ч HUMMING SOUND COMES., 

FILLING THE CHAMBER, 

THEN THE POWER OF 
THE TALISMAN..: 


ке == 


EFFECTS A TRANSFORMATION 
THE YOUNG WITCH, 
pug» 


ТО HER... I HAVE 
BUSINESS TO 
FINISH HERE. 


AS JACK LEAVES, THE 
MERCHANT MOMENTARILY 


THANK YOU, YOUNG 

FRIEND... IS MY 

SISTER WAITING 
OUTSIDE ? 


WELL, I THANK 
YOU, JACK... HERE 
ARE YOUR FRIENDS, 


YOU ALSO SPOKE 
OF A BAG OF GOLD. 


MEDIAVIEW 


by Dennis O’Neil 


F: Albert Einstein said that the 
reality of a thing is determined by its. 
relationship to other things. Then Wer- 
ner Heisenberg demonstrated that the 
act of observing changes what's ob- 
served. Finally, Fritz Perls postulated 
that the environment in which people 
experience events determines how 
they experience them. Einstein, Hei- 
senberg and Perls were sages-come- 
lately. Oriental mystics were saying all 
that 5000 years ago. 

And where have you been seeing 
your movies lately? 

l've been seeing mine in a number 
of places: in a semi-sleazy theater on 
Hollywood Boulevard, in an airplane 
35,000 feet above the United States and 
on my television set. These varied con- 
texts prompted me to reflect that the 
theories of Einstein, Heinsenberg and 


ble ancients—are as applicable to film- 
viewing as they are to physics and psy- 
chology. 

Because seeing a movie in a resi- 
dence is not the same as seeing itin a 
theater. The difference is akin to the 
difference between kissing your cou- 
sin and kissing the niftiest cheerleader 
on the squad: the act is identical, the 
sensation vastly dissimilar. 

Alien is a good example. 1 saw the 
movie the month it was released here 
іп New York at a Times Square House 
at three in the morning. My compan- 
ion and | were possibly the only cou- 
ple on the premises—possibly on the 
block—whose minds were free of 
drugs. We were also, in that particular 
crowd, a social and ethnic minority. 
The situation wasn't really dangerous, 
but there was an edge of tension in it if 
only because after midnight that par- 
ticular chunk of mid-Manhattan is not 
the turf of bourgeoisie like us. The 
movie scared us stupid. 

1 watched it again last week in my 
living room. Relaxed Saturday evening 
with some people over: Maggie, of 
Course, and her parents Bess and 
John, and my kid Larry and his friend 
Francis. Mags chatted and Passed the 
Popcorn and Pepsi while | fussed with 
the video machine and Brandy the dog 
tried to lick everyone's face. | got the 
gadget working, and we settled back 
to watch the flick on the very same 
television set that has in the past dis- 
gorged Laverne and Shirley. | thought: 
Interesting how the director—Rid- 
ley Scotti—fills the screen with tex- 
tures even in the closeups. | thought: 


Perls—not to mention those inscruta- 


Sigorney Weaver can turn vulnerabil- 
ity on and off like a spigot—hell of an 
actress. | thought: Wonder if there's 
any Pepsi left. | did not think: Gosh, 
this is scary. Scared? In myliving room? 
What kind of a wimp do you take 
me for? 

Now, viewing movies on the tube is 
not a novel pastime, but so viewing a 
movie intact, not debased by commer- 
cials, with language, pacing and effects 
intact—that was new to me. Shouldn't 
а little of Alien's nightmarishness have 
seeped through? Well, it didn't. 

The following afternoon, | was trap- 
ped in a DC-10 一 | always feel trapped 
in DC-10's—watching Star Маг, a 
movie I'd enjoyed immensely twice. 
Not this time. It did nothing more— 
nor, bless it, less 一 than distract me, 
numb me, fill the abyss between seat- 
belt bucklings. During transcontinen- 
tal flights, nothing ever does. | have 
never liked a movie I’ve seen on an 
airplane, and I’ve never disliked one, 
either: aloft, | do not expect to like or 
dislike. І expect to stare. Psychologists 
say that expectation conditions re- 
sponse and, in my case and possibly in 
yours, environment conditions expec- 
tation. 

Our movie environment is chang- 
ing, and that may be affecting the way 
we experience these entertainments. 
Theaters create anticipation: you go 
out and travel and spend money for a 
ticket and mingle with strangers and 
waitand, at last, your attention is trans- 
fixed by a glittering, glowing rectan- 
gle, the only light available, the area 
Which draws and holds your attention 
like a hypnotist's bauble. The combi- 
nation of strangeness and effort cre- 
ates an expectation of something ex- 

traordinary, and you react with delight 
when it's satisfied and with scorn with 
it's not. But unless you'vehad a three- 
movie-a-week habit for years (or your 
father is a projectionist) you're prob- 
ably not indifferent. But in the living 
room? With Maggie and John and Bess 
and the kids—and the silly pooch? The 
living room isn't special: it's where 
you mokus out after a rotten day at the 
office, and Brandy licks your face. It's 
the place where the extraordinary isn’t 
supposed to happen. Therefore, | 
would argue, it won't. Not yet, anyway. 

All this may mean that we should 
find new ways of thinking about mov- 
ies, particularly those of us who pre- 
sume to commit our opinions to the 
public prints. We've had to do that 


before: until 1925 or so, the public— 
and apparently most of the movie 
community, too—considered films to 
be photographed plays. Then a Rus- 
sian director named Sergei Eisenstein 
published Film Form and Film Sense, 
long essays demonstrating that the 
ability of film makers to juxtapose 
images—montage, Eisenstein dubbed 
it—gave cinema a unique identity and 
language, and made movies only dis- 
tantly related to stage drama. How- 
ever, the critics, who are not always 
the hippest folk:in the audience, con- 
tinued to judge movies by the criteria 
of the stage, as though Eisenstein had 
never existed, for another decade. 
Then in the late 30s and early 40s, 
Manny Farber and James Agee and 
perhaps a reviewer or two I’m not fa- 
miliar with began to discuss movies 
as movies—you could find the drama 
column elsewhere on the page—and 
in the process recognized popular 
entertainers like Charlie Chaplin and 


Buster Keaton as genuine artists, 
whose materials were light and cellu- 
loid. That seems obvious now; it was 
quietly revolutionary at the time. 

It is almost axiomatic that real revo- 
lutions, the kind that alter how men 
and women live their lives, are quiet; 
they're generally perceived as minor 
additions to or changes in the exist- 
ing order. I'm not suggesting that the 
home entertainment boom is as. signif- 
icant as the invention of the wheel or 
Copernicus's heretical notions about 
the relative positions of the Earth and 
the sun. But І do think it is already 
altering the ways we relate to our lei- 
sure hours, and in advanced civiliza- 
tions modes of play are at least as im- 
portant as modes of labor. Work is 
What we have to do; play is what we 
are. 

Changes have begun. Our amuse- 
ments have become part of our day- 
to-day environment and, | suspect, 
are sinking deeper in our souls be- 
cause of it. The ultimate meaning of 
this is guesswork for wiser fellows 
than I. 

APOLOGIA: “Making people yawn is 
not on the program . . . Yawns abound 
in FRIDAY THE 13th PART 3 IN ЗЮ...” 
Those words appeared in this space 
last issue, and in context they didn't 
make much sense. The reason is that 
“yawn” was, in the original manu- 
script, "yawp." That's with a "p," not 


an "n." Thus typos make fools of us all. 
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BUY THIS 
BOOK OR. 
(LL SHOOT 
THIS 
сочоте !! 


ОТЕ 


ENGCLEUART 
る ШІМОНА- 


АМ EPIC Comics 
PRODUCTION Y 


HEY—WE NEED re OKAY — TAKE rT 
SOME HELP DOWN στ EASY / 
HERE ! 


ンド 2-% oim 
PLEASE 一 WHOEVER YOU АКЕ... 
5 ΥΠ 


ΛΛ- ΜΥ GOU— WHAT'S .., HAPPENING TO МЕ 7! 


… RIGHT TOWARDS 


ALRIGHT— THE AIRLOCK... 
OVER THIS 
WAY... 


WE'LL TAKE 
HIM FROM HERE, 
si. 


ἊῚ 
LY 
„u TELL ME WHAT... 


Nt Επι 
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HE'S BEEN 
GIVING DS 


KARIN HAD To 


MENTION HIS ANDY! HELP 


N ノア も 
C e 3 
vm 
à... THIS SUIT... WHAT. 


IT'S JUST THAT We 一 COULDN'T 
от 


ΑΝΥ 
WELL 


VOLUNTEERS AND... 


(À 


OH, GO ΑΜΕΑΟ, 
LOOKS LIKE HE'LL 
PROBABLY RECALL. 
EVERYTHING IN A 
FEW Days, 
ANYWAY. 


THE SUIT IS — WELL, IT’S A KINO 
OF PROTOTYPE, IT'S PART OF YOU 
— A PERMANENT ENCASING.., 


HIM ODT / 


WAIT— PLEASE! エー エケ し 
го ANYTHING? T JUST— | 
HAVE TO KNO! | 


NO SKIN OFF OUR 
BACK— HE'LL HAVE ТО 
LIV& WITH IT! 


… IT WORKS 
ON A 


IT WILL SUSTAIN YOU, 
ALLOW YOU TO LIVE ON 
THE SURFACE OF THIS 
MOON — INDEFINITELY, 


У 
y 


x 
..ῬΑνΙΡ WIL... “Ф 
— Z 7 


WHY —WHY ARE YOU LEAVING ΜΕ НЕСЕ ...7 


ав 


WELL BE MONITORING YOU 
FROM EARTH FOR А DECADE 
OR TWO— UNTIL WE HAVE 
THE DATA WE NEED, 
REMEMBER TO STAND 
AWAY FROM THE SHIP— 
WE'LL BE LIFTING OFF 


GOOPBYE, DAVID. 
SORRY 1... 


= 


L... CHICAGO... ud... MY FAMILY... ну-ну... WIFE] 


SUBSCRIBE NOW 
GET YOUR FIRST ISSUE FREE 


Issue after issue, 


delivers the best 
in visual fantasy and 
science-fiction. 
Now, we'll not only deliver 
it right to your door, 
you'll get seven issues for 
the price of six (one 
year). You pay only $11.00 
for a one year subscription. 
A big 3796 savings over 
the newsstand price 
of $17.50. 


You may cancel a 
any time if you are not 
totally satisfied. 


You pay only $1.5 
per copy instead of the 
newsstand price of $2.50. 


Always the lowest 
possible price on renewals. 
ingle 
moment of Ef ongoing 

visual odyssey. Use 
the special certificate 
below (or a copy) 
and save. 
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The HOT ONE 
joins the Purolator family of quality 
filters that fit every automotive need. 


Approximately one out of every three vehicles sold in 
1979 will require heavy duty oil filters. And Purolator is 
there to meet the challenge, scoring another filtration 
first: The Hot One, a brand new product designed for 
vehicles whose rough and tumble driving can cause 
normal oil temperatures to soar to 250; 300" or more. 

Surging hot motor oil can cause severe damage to reg 
ular oil filters, often causing the paper medium to break 
down. That's why trailer-towing cars, vans, pick-ups, RV's. 
4 WD's and motor homes need the HOT ONE s extra 
protection. 

The HOT ONE is just one example of how Purolator 
meets the filtration needs of American motorists. Special 
Import Car Filters represent another. 


Dual Filter For Heavy Duty Use: 
Ui , Campers, 4V 


These oil filters mean that the owners of foreign cars 
can be assured of Purolator quality and a consistently 
perfect fit. It stands to reason: after all, Purolator has long 
been the manufacturer of original equipment filters for 
some of the great imported car 

And. for those who demand the very best in oil filtration. 
theres the Purolator 15,000 Mile Dual Oil Filter. It features 
a primary filter of improved pleated paper plus a second 
ary filter which is a 100% nonwoven synthetic. Working 
in tandem, they increase overall heat resistance, contri: 
buting to improved filtration and longer filter life. 

Rounding out the Purolator filter family are the nation 
ally known Purolator single stage filter as well as the air 
fuel and transmission fillers that represent the 56 years of 
innovation that has made Purolator a deservedly trusted 
name in the automotive industry. 

So, rest assured: go with Purolator automotive filters 
Now, more than ever, when you can't afford to take a 
chance 

This and other Purolator products will be nationally 
advertised in Road & Track, Hot Rod, Popular Mechanics, 
Mechanix Illustrated, Pickup, Van and 4WD, Recreational 
Vehicle Directory, Van World and Woodalls Trailer 
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Soft-spoken and smooth, its 
hundred-proof potency simmers 
just below the surface. Straight, on the rocks, 
or mixed, YUKON JACK is a breed apart; unlike 


any Canadian liquor you've ever tasted, 


Lot Imported Line 
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